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expresses itself most clearly, perhaps, in the letter to
a friend, an old Irish peasant woman, dated 14^ July;
a letter so poignant in its pathos, so selfless in its de-
tachment, that the darkness of certain death that hangs
over its simple and gay friendliness seems only like
one of those cloud shadows, that at twilight so often
deepen the beauty of the sunlit hills of Ireland, with
the sudden wistfuhiess of an unseen and secret presence.
my dear brigid,—I am writing to you through a friend,
asking her to send this letter on to you, as she will be able
to find out where you are. Your letter came to me yester-
day, here in this prison cell, and it was like a glimpse of the
garden, with the wallflowers and the Japanese cherry, to
get your message.
First, I want to tell you that your Crucifix, the medals
and the scapular came to me three weeks ago, but the letter
only yesterday. They are always with me, and please God
will be as long as I am here.
Remember me to so many, and thank those friends who
pray for me—and don't pay any attention to the lies.
They are compliments really, and we need not mind
compliments, you and I, Biddy dear.
Do you remember the Cradle Song I liked so much ?
Get Cathal to sing it for me, and give him my love and
thanks from my heart, also to Colm, if he is near you, and
Dinny and Seaghan Dhu, whenever they come back to you
and the old room again. I dreamt last night I was lying
before the fire in it, and the boys were there telling stories,
and you standing at the door with the pipes. ... I have
thought of you often, and of the garden, and of the last
time I saw you, and the message I gave you. Do you
remember? I know you carried it out, dear Brigid,
because I heard you did. And so farewell—and may God's
blessing rest on you and yours and be with you in your
work—and may the heartfelt thanks of one in much sorrow
and affliction of soul be part of your reward for your
affection.—Always your friend,
roger casement.

